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1 his found I on my tent this morning. bim * tapir* 

Iockey of N yrfolke be not f* bold. 

For Dickon thy m after is bought and fold, 
lying, A thing deuiied by the enemie. 

Go Gentlemen cuery man vnto his charge. 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foules: 
Confcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our confcience fwords,our lawe, 
March on, ioyne braue:y,let \s to it pel! well. 

If not to hcauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. 

His Oration to his Armie. 

What fhall I fay more then I haue inferd i 
Remember whom you arc to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pefants, 

W hom their orecioied country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and afliird deftruftion, 

You fleeping fafe,thcy bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing land* and bleft with beauteous wiucs. 

They would reftraine the one.diflaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a palti ey fellow l 
Long kept in Brittaine at cur mothers coft, 

A milkefopt,onc that neuer in bis life 
Felt lo much cold as ouer fhoc es in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

T hefe famifli t beggers weari e of their liues , 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exployt, 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themfclucs, 

If we be conqucred,lct men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftat d Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumps 
And in record left them the heircs offhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiucs ! 

Rauifh our daughters, harke 1 hearc their drum. 

Fight Gentlemen of England , fight boldly yeomen, 
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praw archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard ; and ride inbloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaucs, 

What faies lord Stanley,will he bring his power? 

My lord, he doth denieto come. 

King . Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the enemie is part the marfh. 

After the bartaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance ourftandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fare faint George 
Infpire vs with the fplecne offieric Dragons, 

Vpon them, vift one fits on our hclmcs. Sxeunt. 

Alarum, excurfions, Enter (fates bit, 

Catef. Refcew my lord of NorfFolke, refcew, refeew, 

The king enaffs more wonders then a man, 

Daring an oppofite toeucrie danger. 

His horfe is flame, and allonfootc he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire lord,or elfc the day is loft. 

Enter Kjchard. 

Kin. A horfe.a horfe, my kingdom for a horfe. 

Catef Withdraw my lord,ile hclpe you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will rtand the hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I fliine to day, in ftead of him, 

A horfe ,a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they ftght t Richards it 
ftaiitythen retrait being founded. Enter Rtchmod , ‘Lfarby Jbea* 
ring the crorrne>wtb other Lords ^c, 

God and y our armes be praifed vi&oriousfriendi, 

I he day is ours, the bloodic dog is dead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmond,well haft thou acquit thee, 
~ 0e here this long vfurped roialtics 
rom the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

«aue Ipluckt oflfto grace thy browes withall, 

W care it, enioy it,and make much of ife * 



